98                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
"Why don't you cook something with vegetables and things?" Yanosik volunteered.
"Gladly/' I answered coldly, "if you provide the vegetables."
"Remember the tomatoes I was telling you about after our attack on the University?" Yanosik observed "We can go there tonight and pick plenty of vegetables for dinner tomorrow." He dismissed lightly such trifles as the fact that the vegetable patches were dose to the German positions and that a few hand grenades and sharpshooters might exact a rather high price for the produce,
"All right," I declared, "Why don t we go there to-night?"
With Sweeper's consent, Yanosik took charge of our expedition. Golecz, Nalecz and two other boys, carrying big sacks for the green booty, joined us.
The night was dark, but the moon would rise later. Yanosik led with sure, catlike steps. He knew the ground well Every now and then he would make us stay behind while he went ahead to reconnoiter. We walked in single file, making haste. As we were about to jump over the barbed-wire fence of the garden, a low voice hissed: "Password!"
Before we had time to answer, a shot was fired. The sentry who had challenged us was obviously jittery We fell to the ground, cursing One of us called out the password* But our expedition began to lose its romantic aspect, as it seemed to us that the German posts had been put on guard
We reached the vegetable patch and got safely past our kst sentry. The moon was climbing up* There was an open space, without even a toy bush for protection, before us. The boys readied their guns while we crawled We began gathering whatever was handy, mostly beets, I was rapidly filling my long and wide apron, which formed a huge bundle in front of me when I tied its